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village where she lived, on Sunday : Ellaston, I think, it was called; a dull village; I seem to see a good few people about like the e Aunts' in thec Mill on the Floss/ " I hope you are well.
" I am your affedionate
" WILLIAM MORRIS."
The following words were written also from Leek> during this visit, to a friend who was passing through one of those darknesses in which the whole substance of life seems now and then to crumble away under our hands. They contain, in brief words that are free from either doubt or arrogance, the confession of his own faith: a matter as to which he was reserved of speech,, and only revealed himself under the stress of some unusual emotion,
" Wherein you are spiritless, I wish with all my heart that I could help you or amend it, for it is most true that it grieves me; but also, I must confess it, most true that I am living my own life in spite of it, or in spite of anything grievous that may happen in the world. Sometimes I wonder so much at all this, that I wish even that I were once more in some trouble of my own, and think of myself that I am really grown callous: but I am sure t&at though I have many hopes and pleasures, or at least strong ones, and that though my life is dear to me, so much as I seem to have to do, I would give them away> hopes and pleasures, one by one or all together, and my life at last, for you, for my friendship, for my honour, for the world. If it seems boasting I do not mean it: but rather that I claim, so to say it, not to be separated from those that are heavy-hearted only because I am well in health and full of pleasant work and eager about it, and not oppressed by desires so as not to be able to take interest in it all. I wish I could say something that about; the silk piece I thought was the best. Mrs. Lewes came from this country-side, by the way: I went through theinator. In the earlier
IM:n tapestries and chintzes." the spreading ande short tales;   Hroi the Fool, Hogni and             !
